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[ KHRLIL TIFrom the Cedar Groves of Fail
Lebanon He Comes to Us

,; by Way of Beirut.
^

LION AMONG THE LADIES

PICHARD COEUR DE LION
meeting the great Saladin at

Damascus, challenged him tc
mortal combat. In the preliminariesRichard, with one blow ol
his broadsword, cleft a Saracer

horseman in two. Saladin, being an infi
> del, selected an inanimate object upor

which to demonstrate his skill. Taking
a shawl, he threw it into the air, and a«

I it fell to the ground he neatly haired
I' it. Then the warriors fell to, but neithei

could best the other, and so Khalil Khayatwrote a poem about It
Khalil waited some seven centuries be

fore paying his tribute to the combatants
but then he made up for his failure tc
be at the ringside by the masterly man

ner in which he handled a matter of sc

much importance to f}je. sporting world
Even to-day he is making up for losl
time by turning out odes to all heroes oi
all ages, from Saladin to "Bwano Turn

i ^ bo," and right here in New York city.
How could he have escaped being t

poet? He was born in Syria, where the
soft spoken Arabian language drops nat

urally into metre and into rhyme. Everj
day he saw the pilgrims leaving for PaleS'
tine and Galilee. In his youth he heard
the war songs of the Maronfte Christian*

- as they marched away to give battle tc
their mortal enemies^ the Druses, thai
fierce nomadic nation scattered over th<
Anti-Lebanon. At times he sat In the

L famous cedar groves of Mount Lebanon
and dangled his feet in the Nahr al Kalb

M Nahr al Kalb.what a mystery of Ara

| s bian nigbts the words suggest! Isn't it «

shock to leam that in English they meat

Just plain "dog river?"
And when Khalil was a young blood al

the University of Beirut Oriental ladies
were quite as romantic as they are to-day

r It was much nicer for them to hear thai
fho "lilies in ronr cheeks embrace the

,
" roses" than, as in our prosaic tongue "hov;
pretty you are to-night;" much more ro

mantic to know that "the rays of elecBtricity are in love with you" than to he
told that you are the adored one of a mere

B man.

, The Beirut student onoe played
B Cyrano for a young Englishman, whc

had started out to be a globe trotter, but
stayed at Beirut when he caught sight of
a pair of very dark eyes belonging to an

Arndenian lady. She, imperious beauty,
would only be wooed1 after the fashion
of the Egst In his plight the Briton
sought out his friend. On the spot the
poet composed the following lines, which
were to force the capitulation:.
"This, a girl, whom all the wise love best,

m ,Who conquers all the daughters of the
West,

H Whose tender voice delights us when she
sings.

*1Wo wonder then, for from the heart
18 my flame whence excellence,
Knowledge and wisdom come."

v But he didn't win the lady. When she
countered in verse of her own and ex

fAKa An a aao 1 V»1 n olr

steed the confused Britisher could only
mutter, "Bah Jove, what comes next?"
and go in search of his Cyrano. And
so he lost, and in revenge he afterward

B secured Khalil the appointment of pro
jfessor of the Arabic languages at Oxford
from which place he naturally drifted to
New York.

If you wish to see the poet go down
into Little Syria, in Rector street, lowei
Washington or West street. Ask the

H proprietor of the first shop you see where
you may find him.

I The N
^ I EW YORK has a brand nev

m 1\ | profession whose membership h
I % increasing at an astonishin*
fj ^ ratio. In this day of two rooms

and a kitchenette he has beconn
a household necessity. He ever

flourishes in the "duplex" of Riversids
Drive and the mansions of Fifth avenue

He is governess and nurse and compan
Ion to that all important member of th<
family.His Majesty King Fido I.
At two o'clock tfhe parade starts uj

> Eighty-sixth street. You wi'll see al
kinds and varieties of "doggie" start 01

the afternoon promenade.fat, wheezing
asthmatic pugs, shivering, hiccoughinj
Mexican hairless dogs and endless num

bers of Boston bull terriers, in newly
knitted red sweaters and some witl
shoes. Eighty-sixth street seems to hav<
become a sort of open air nursery foi
them just as Broadway from 135th stree
to 119th is for the babies. They tak<
the nurses out on the end of a leash o:

chain and enjoy the air for about an hour
The nurses are both men and womensomeof them in uniform. Occasionally

among them will be found a husbanc
who no longer dares resist and who may
be noticed taking half glances to th<
side and going blocks out of the way ix
oruer xo avoiu «.u ttuquttiuiauue. iu

more embarrassing than being caugh
with the baby carriage.
One able bodied citizen was escortinj

a tiny specimen down the street, eak
specimen's tongue hanging out of on*

corner of its mouth.
Ip' "Somebody's darling?' he was asked.
Wj He looked rather sheepish, grinned anc

answered, "Yep, get fifty cents a day foi
this."
"Wouldn't it be worth while kidnappingit?"
He looked serious for a minute. "Tht

missus would raise ruction," he said
"She'd probably offer a good reward t<
get it back. But no," he said finally, "il

k wouldn't be worth while. This is a steadjH job, and I couldn't afford to take a
chance."

k A quiet corner was found. "Doggie'
made a signal to be taken up. Obedientlj

Ig the able bodied one stooped and pickec
PP him up. He snuggled down in the man's

arm and was soon snoring most unpleas
antly.
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SO KHAUL KHAYAT
WROTE A POEM

,
ABOUT IT.

>

You are safe in assuming that his nam<
> will be Joseph or Simon or John o

. Matthew, because, although he has al
t the well known physical characteristic
t of the Semitic race his ancestors wer>

the earliest Christians. Be prepared t<
answer various questions as to why yoi

i want to see the poet, who you are an<

s various other details regarding yourself
After you have succeeded in convincin;

r the shopkeeper that you don't want i

kimono or Irish lace at wholesale Dried
I or a narghela you will get your informs
i tion.

Three flights up a dark stairway, wMol
i may cause you to look back aevera
s times, the poet lives. You will have i

> sufficient envoy of small hoys, tradesmen
l and caf6 owners to prevent the possibil
. ity of mistake, for the whole quarto
- knows and honors Khalil Khayat. Thiyellow £ame from a single gas jet send
1 its flickering light down the hallway o

the second floor, causing shadows t<
; dance in and out. Every door has a lif<
sized padlock securely fastened on thi
outside. There is oue on the poet's door
He is not at home. Neither is he at thi
lawyer's ofEce or at the newspaper, owhichthere are ten in New York pub
lished in Arabic.
Ah, where would) you expect to fine

the poet? Where but at the cafg, pre
siding over his own little court. Yoi
enter a large room on the second floor o)
a building in Rector street. In one cor
ner is a partition for the kitchen

. Through a small window yon get a view
of a woman with a very swarthy skir
and with a red turban wound about hei
head. Yon cannot fail to notice how
erect she stands and immediately the
picture of the women of Nazareth, carryingpitchers on their heads, suggests itself.At the head of a long table (the
n1»ir*>. of honorl is the noet smokinr his
narghile and occasionally dispensing biti
of wisdom to the eager listeners.
He rises to greet you. He does not look

at all like a lion. Scarcely fire feet nam

inches in height, he is a trifle stooped
his hair is gray and short, his eyes ar<

rather sharp; he rubs his hands in from
of him and his whole attitude is one ol
becoming humility.
The poet is a simple man of simple

habits, and it doesn't take many minutes
to find it out. He hasn't been ont in so

ciety, you know. You suggest a littlf
"diversion Edmund Russell." The poel
is blushing to his temples.
"Those dances are not Syrian," he ex>

plains with some embarrassment "Thej
are Turkish; but because sometimes thej
are given down here where we live peopl*
say they are Syrian."
Your visit has broken up the poet'j

corner, stopped the flow of wisdom at iti
source. The chair at the head of th<
table, always reserved for the uncrownec

ew Professioi
<s> 1

r

i
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The Attendant hi;st rf c , I
. know how to Pkepake yf i

THE DoGS LVNCH. jl

"You see, I heard about this job frorr
the hallboy at the L he explained

) "and I went around to see about it. Thf
t lady asked for references. I told her i
had none but the hallboy. She looked s

l bit doubtful. Wanted to know if I under
stood dogs. Said I had a purp of my owi

' that managed to scout pretty well for him
self. She said I had a good face, but thei
she was afraid to trust her Voltaire t<

} any one who happened along."
"Her.what?"
"Her \ oltaire.purp'5 name, you know,'

*
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I ttTHE U0N5 WERE STRICKEN
| WHEN^ THEY MET H

"LIKE UNTO ^^8S3§H!: THE BRILLIANT
: VICTORIES OF THE
f SON OF BARCA"

»
1 king, is unoccupied. One fry one the
- courtiers leave. In triumph you carry
i off the lion.
' You too go down into the street, where
* a> ci^lairallre « r>a MA r*tn*w%T*r fA 0(V»mmmA.

. date the lirge throngs of dark, Oriental
' looking men and -women and where signs
i in Arabic characters are on every wln
dew. You turn up another narrow street,

r dodge into a mysterious passageway and
up another dark stairway. Dark stair
ways are the fashion in the district.
You open a door. The Arabian Nights

! illusion is dispelled. You are in a factory
' where the buzz of modern electric ma'chinery is the first sound you hear. Seated
about the room are twenty dark eyed
Syrian maids busily cutting and making
kimonos, while on the floor are great
heaps of bright colored silks.
The poet brushes past a door marked

t "Positively no admittance." He is of
f the privileged few who may safely disregardsuch notices. You are in the cigar;ette factory. The poet may offer you a

cigarette, fresh from the American ma-chine which turns out more Turkish cigar(ettes in five minutes than a dozen deft
t fingered Syrian girls could roll in a day.
He may even tell you some of the secrets

'

of the cosmetic manufacturer, who is suprposed to have gotten those secrets from
r the beauty doctor of the Sultan's harem.

Wherever he goes the poet is always
welcome. Busy importers of Irish and

* Venetian laces stop in the midst of stock
» taking to chat with him. Even the banker
i leaves his desk and draw® up hie chair
1 for a little friendly confab. It isn't every
1

fi.Caring for

^||jj
j

i said the attendant. "Well, anyway I got
, the job. I had to show up next day at
i two o'clock and take Voltaire for his
[ walk. Back in the house by three o'clock.
i Voltaire must have his broth.soup, you
- understand.before he goes to bed.
1 "The cook makes the broth, but I had

to learn to make it in case the cook ever

1 left or was sick. 'Get beef for beef tea,
> place in jar, put jar in hot water, let it

boil until the juice comes out of the
meat,' " he repeated mechanically.

1 "Anything ever happen to Voltaire?" ,
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\H POET

BY TERROR

RAYSOFfiETO ELECTRICITY aRE ,n
LOVE WITH YOU"

lay that the "lion" honors them with
risit
Yon are back again in the cafe. Th

waiter brings in the black eyrupy coffe*
uavunru wiui urauge uoyvcj. waiei, au

the Turkish pastry made with walnut
and sugar.
"Yes, you are like a Syrian young ladjr,

says the poet to the young woman in you
party, and that is the highest complimen
he can pay her.

Fido.
"Sure," he laughed; "funniest thin;

ever happened. Voltaire couldn't b
found anywhere. His own little whit
bed was all ready for him, but there wa
no 'doggie.' Missus was all het up.
almost got fired. Then she telephone!
;o police headquarters.
"Detective came on the dead run fror

headquarters. It seemed the missus wa
so worked up that she couldn't make 'en
understand what was the matter. The;
thought the baby had been kidnapped b;
blackhanders or burglars were in th
house.
"The Missus just cried all over him

Told him that unless he found her ow;
precious Voltaire she wouldn't be able t
sleep that night I wish you could 'a see;
the cop's face when he found out she wa
talkin' about a dog. He advised her t
visit the pound.
"And, sure enough, that's where w

found Voltaire. Gee whiz, but he wa
havin' the time of his aristocratic lif
playin' with them common dogs from th
rtreet When we got him home he had t
be washed with green soap before we pu
him to bed. And then the doctor had t
look him over to see that he hadn't go
any disease. To tell you the truth, I thin!
he never had as good a time before o
since."
The nurse jumped up. "So long," h

cried, "it's time for Voltaire to have hi
nap.
"Pretty bum job, that of yours."
"Oh, I don't know," he answered, "fift:

cents in it"
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WEST ELCO SUIT HANGER CO..
48 South Front st., Philadelphia.

i

f

5TTAKY 28, 1912.

or thi

WOULD DO AS NAPOLEON DIC
- THIS WERE ANOTHER COUNTR?

<$>

"The American young ladies are
excellent 1 young ladies, yes, and
clever," and the "black eyes twii
"Once," he continues, "I saidi to on

them, 'Miss Edith, you are like a q
to-night.' 'Yes,' she said, 'and my ci

is on my tooth.'
"I will recite you some of my poeti

the Arabian language." There is a

menfs pause.
He begins. Dreamily and with

only half open, he drifts naturally
that delightful chant of the East,
think of Palestine, the olive orchards,
deserts. You can hear the babble of
dad. The tone changes. In your imaj
tion you picture the clash of armies,
dashing Arabian horsemen, the fierce
slaught of the Janissaries, the
But what do you suppose Khalil Kh

was saying? Here is a literal transh
of his poem without attempting to
serve the metre:.

T. ROOSEVELT.
Thou icert not lifted, through inheritt
Like kings icho find succession in dyna
Thou hast acquired thy greatness by s

deeds,
- As man becomes superior by excellent
a terprises.
An office is embellished by its mastei

e Whose sagacity makes it perfect.
>, The lions vyere stricken by terror tc

d ever they met him.
s They tcere, therefore, never steady in

fight. .

" The lion rushes at its enemy as quic
r lightning

a. A ft -firthl

victorious.
Its two eyes are as bright as Sirius,
Its claws are as sharp as javelins,
And its tusks are as brilliant as arrow
Thou hast cut him, off by thy sword.
******

The victories which thou hast achieve
? San Juan
e Are like unto the brilliant victories o)
e son of Barca;
s Like a thunderbolt, thou hast fallen i

j the enemy
j And cast him to the earth by thy mlgh

* * * * * *

n The Japanese and the Russians were re

s died,
1 After each had led his armies to the
y tlefield,
v Where the blood of innocent heroes
e shed.
When theu accented, an.fdtnr »« *

Peace was made under the shadow oJ'

United States."*** *

n Thou hast plunged into the mighty s&

S\A8 if thou wert inquiring into its state
Thou didst attach in the submarine0
Just as when on land thou didst si

the ramparts.e
* * * *g
What was that disturbance at thee
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f ARABIAN
*

THOU DIDST ATTACK cc/ IM THE SUBMARINE" .

.« m

stlook office? Did gome one say "Liar?" ^No, it wasn't that. Perhaps it was "Na- ^
^

tore Faker?" Wrong again. Ah, yes, at
last we have it. It was a long, echoing
"BULLY." &
"In every age," says Kbalil Khayat,
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"nights
)des to the Heroes of a ModernAge in Arabian Measureand Liquid Metre.

IFE IN LITTLE SYRIA

:here Is one man who dominates. Roose»ltis the greatest man of this age. He
another Napoleon, and if this were anJhercountry he would do as Napoleon
d.
"Yes, Napoleon must have had Syrian
ooq. corsica was settiea oy me x~noeIcians,you know, and the Phoenician*
ere the first Syrians. Hannibal also
as Syrian. Roosevelt is like them bot^,
it".half regretfully."I don't think he
Syrian."
On the street below the lamplighter is
aking his rounds. The shopkeepers are

ilting their doors. The sidewalks are

owded with girls hurrying homeward,
our coffee cups are emptied. The livs
>al on the top of the narghile is almost
lrnt. You rise to go. You open t>he
reet door as you plunge into the teeth of
ie gale, you carry with you a picture of
ie poet at the top of the stairs.
"Naharek said," he calls after you, and
at in English is." 'bong' jour."

MARION MIOHELSON.
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